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’ TERMS, 


A NUMBER is published every Saturday. 
—Price, thirty-seven and a half cents per quar- 
ter, payable in advance. 

Subscriptions are received by Mr. John Bio- 
ren, Bookseller, No. 88, Chesnut st. and by T. 


‘ Condie, No. 22, Carter’s alley. 


Those subscribers who wish their first| 
volume bound, may have them neatly and| 


substantially done, by the publisher, viz. 


Neatly stitched in boards cts, 124 
Half bound, titled and filleted with gold 374 
Do. Red morocco backs, do. 50 


——2 + eo 
TO THE PUBLIC. 


It has been very justly observed by a 
celebrated moral writer, that if parents, 
and tutors, would be careful to put a 
well conducted and chaste periodical 
publication, in the way of ingenious | 
youth, they would find it lead to great 
and rapid improvements in the sciences 
of life and manners, with the least possi- 
ble trouble to themselves. Novelty 
has sufficient attractions for the young, 
and .such a literary desert will give a 
high relish to its enjoyment. 

‘The JUVENILE PORT-FOLIO, is pecu- 
liarly adapted to encourage this mode 
of promoting juvenile proficiency, being 
principally intended for the improve- 
ment and entertainment of youth, and 
great care bestowed, to render it in eve- 
ry respect meet for the eyes of unsus- 
pecting innocence.—Qn its outset it was 
principally dedicated to the juvenzie \ 
public; and we are happy to say, that 
no work of the same nature, in this ci- 
ty, ever received so respectable a pa- 


tronage, from liberal and ingenious! 


youth, of both sexes; they deem it 
their peculiar property, and many 
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take a very great interest in its suc- 


CeSS. 

In order to accomplish those desira- 
ble objects, the utmost attention shall 
at all times be paid to inculcate sound 
morality ;—to dispel the mist of preju- 
dice and ignorance ;—to polish and re- 
fine the manners ;—to promote rationai 
cheerfulness, .and good humour ;—to 
advance the. bleasings of social life ;— 
to instruct the rising generation in the 
knowledge of. themselves, and of the 
world ;—~in a word, to blend agreeable 
amusement with useful instructidn; 
such is the ultimate design of the pre- 
sent publication. 


THE PATHETIC INTERVIEW. 
****It was evening; the glimmering 
| appearance of a distant light, announc- 
ed to Candidus the habitation of sor- 
row. He was sent for to administer 
consolation; the best feelings of his 
soul were gratified with the prospect. 
One foot prest a narrow threshold ; the 
other had entered a very smail room ; 
it was open on every side to the winds 
of heaven; the rain fre quently peiter- 
ed on the bed, where the dyi ing patient 
lay. She was the mother of nine chil- 
dren ; the eldest had scarcely attained to 
the twelfth year. <A malignant fever, 
| with the small- -pox, had combined their 
efforts to sap the citadel of life. The 
object of their aitack, was writhing 
in contortions of pain, on a sack of 
straw; the clothing was hardly suffi- 
cient for the mantle of a babe. Scarce 


a human feature remained to the face 
divine; her eyes were closed b 
ease on all surrounding objects. 


dis- 
The 
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chilling torpors of death had seized 
upon the auditory nerves; with difficul- 
ty she heard the glad tidings of the rest 
that remaineth.—Her spirit entered in- 
to peace.—A beautiful daughter of two 
years old, whom no kind friend had 
disrobed of the covering of the day, 're- 
posed with its mother.—She had climb- 
ed up as by instinct, and with one arm 
thrown round the neck of a beloved pa- 
rent, her little sorrows were hushed in 
the calmness of sleep, and distemper 
played innoxious around her. At some 
little distance, in a dark corner of the 
room, lay a fine boy, the eldest of the 
rising cherubs.—Rapid consumption, 
superadded to the small-pox, marked 
him for theirown. He was emaciated 
to a skeleton. The taper of life was 
nearly exhausted of oil. The fluttering 
pulse of existence trembled, beat, al- 
most stopped. His fine black eye bright- 
ened every moment ; he looked upward 
with filial confidence ; a ministering spi- 
rit of the gentlest order, took possession 
of his emancipated soul.—Nearly oppo- 
site to this humble bed of death, (for it 
was a blanket stretched upon the floor) 
kneeled in humblest attitude, the beau- 
teous brother of the dear departing. 
Tired out with the playful sports of 
day, he fell asleep on his knees. The 
appearance was striking beyond des- 
cription : His countenance beamed 
angelic smiles. ‘he outspread hand 
seemed’to implore the best benedic- 
tions of heaven, on his brethren, his 
sisters. ‘The bended knee bespoke 
fervency of fervent devotion. Is it pos- 
sible that ought can be added to the 
picture? Yes—Besides an interesting 
group of little innocents, peacefully 
slumbering around--the babe which had, 
been plucked from its mother’s breast, 
presented to view. ‘Three days and 
three nights a neighbouring negro wo- 
man, whose name deserves a record in 


centre of the room. His eye, wet with 
a tear, glanced alternately from his wife 
to his children. He pressed his hand 
hard upon his heart. ‘The agonies of 
| the sufferer were almosttoo mighty. He 
repressed the strong pulsation, as it vi. 
olently throbbed, and taking some mo. 
ney out of his pocket, the amount of 
his daily wages, thanked God, thatias 
yet he had been enabled to support his 
family without application to any 
friends. This instance of fortitude, the 
grandeur of his mind, amazed, aston- 
ished.—I_ grasped his hand, and with 
much persuasion, prevailed on him to 
accept of a small sum of money—pro- 
nounced a parting benediction, clasped 
the children in my arms, kissed them 
with heartfelt tenderness, and bade fare- 
well to a scene, which no language 
can fully describe.x—The mother—the 
son—the babe of her bosom, sleep to- 
gether—they rest with each other in the 
grave.**e* 


ee er 


MORAL REFLECTIONS, on the New-YEAR, 
OLD AGE, &c. 

The love of life is an instinctive pas- 
sion implanted by nature in the human 
breast; or how could we account for 
that adhesive fondness, which seems 
augmented by increase of years? dis- 
ease cannot destroy, misfortune cannot 
repel it; and even poverty, in its most 
frightful form, is not able to reconcile 
us to the approach of death! 

It has been the remark of a very 
sensible writer,—that. “‘ after a certain 
age, every returning year is saluted with 
a kind of silent sorrow; and that we 
conceal the number ‘of our days with 
as much solicitude as we would the 
commission of an atrocious crime.” 

This unfortunate perversion of the 
mind, is in a great measure, to be attri- 
buted to a defective education; for those 
who have never been taught to consider 





the page of philanthropy, had cradled 
it on her knees, and clasped it with af- 
fection to the bosom of a stranger. ‘The 
husband, the father, crowned this pa- 
thetic interview. He stood in the 





any thing valuable but youth, beauty, 


and dissipation, will naturally find them- 
selves reduced to despondency when 
the former are destroyed by the rava- 
ges of time, and the latter loses its re- 
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jish by infirmity and diseases. The vo- 
taries of fashion and the slaves of taste 
have frequently been heard to declare, | 


that they wished not to survive the ze- | 
| breathed on the soul of man, was love ; there- 
|| fore 


nith of their charms; and, as if they 
were sent into the world merely to dis-| 
play them, seem anxious to quit it be- | 
ng they begin to wane. But can this, 
the declaration of a rational being, | 
tore to an inheritance that can never, 
fade—where virtue will be rewarded | 
with eternal happiness, and age be re- 
novated by immortal youth? Can the 
mind that has been taught to rest its 
hopes in a hereafter, become eagerly at- 
tached to sublunary joys? and at that 
period of life when eternity should pos- 
sess it, ought it to be languishing after 
empty and unsatisfactory pursuits? Me- 
lancholy must be the annual revolutions 
of the year to those who place their hap- 
piness in this transitory scene, and who, 
instead of looking forward to bright and 
permanent felicity, suffer their hopes to 
centre in vicissitude and change! Each 
succession of the season must deprive 
them of some pleasure ; each lapse of 
time must encroach upon some joy ; 
whilst age by gradations, that may ap- 
pear imperceptible, steals slowly on at- 
tended by decay. 
——<— + 


IDLENESS. 


AND LITERARY MISCELLANY. 


|| Love and Virtue are inseparable, and flow 
{ 


LOVE. 


from the same source. Benevolence, which we 
the Deity, for God is the essence 
; that pure breath which wa 


derive from 
ot Benevolence 


Tove is the origin of every virtue, conse- 
quently love never had, nog can have any con- 
nection or fellowship with vice. Love is not 
4 passion, as many vainly suppose ; no attri- 
bute of the divine nature has any thing to do 
with passion; the passions are of human crea- 
tion, therefore they are inconsistent with, and. 
destroy love, and banish every virtue from the 
soul of those who insensibly yield to their dic- 
tates. Love, when cherished, grows into the 
soul, and becomes second nature. Love seft- 
ens, refines and elevates the soul, even to a 
degree of enthusiasm which raises above every 
earthly enjoyment, and looks down on plea- 
sure and the baits of sense. Love is diligent 
and active in every laudable pursuit, and pro- 
motes the interest and happiness of all who 
reside under, and are influenced by the rays of 
its bemignity. Love annihilates self; no sen- 
timent merely selfish ever yet was virtuous ; 
love has no other self but his friend, whom he 
esteems according to his merit; every connec- 
tion of souls may be destroyed by the interpo- 
sition of vice. Vice and virtue are incom- 
patible, and where there is incompatibility, 
love cannot exist. A friend may be gained 
in a moment, but the business of life only can 
preserve him. Love is never wholly. confined 
to one object, he is the friend of mankind, 4 
perpetual fountain of benevolence. True love 
is immutable and unchangeable for Gop is 
love. 


T 
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Munden complaining to a theatrical friend of 
the recent loss of his purse, his friend exclaim 





Idleness not only paralyses the mind | 
and renders it torpid with respect to 
every virtuous emotion, but thereby pro- 
motes the influence of our wayward) 
passions, cherishes the propensities to 
vice and frequently leads to the commis- 
sion of criminal actions. Never there- 
fore suffer a day to pass, or to present | 
its opportunity “of improvement, with- 
out availing yourselves of the high pri- 
vilege it offers, and adding to your 


stock of knowledge. “I have lost a 
day,” 


amiable of the Roman emperors, when- | 
ever he suffered a day to escape, with- | 
out having performed some meritorious | 


action. 


** So should all speak ; 
aul.” 


so reason speaks in 


Dr. Abercrombie’s Charge. 


said one of the wisest and most. 





ed inthe words of Shakspeare 
** He who steals my purse, 
*’ Tis something, Nothing.” 

Nothing, Sir! Why mine had ten pounds in 
it. 


steals trash, 


| 


| 
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| An Irish soldier, who came over with Gen 
| Moore, being asked it he met with much Aose 
I bitality m Holland. O yes, replied he, I was in 
ithe hospital almost all the time I was there. 





| —<2 + ae 
| 
A lawyer and a physician having a dispute 
about precedenc e, refered it to Diogenes, who 
gave it in favour of the lawyer, in these terms 
Let the thief go before, and the executioner fol 


' low. 


it 
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asked a-lad whom he found 


A clergyman 
was the wickedes' 


reading the bible, who 
man? ‘** Moses to be sure, sir,” said the boy. 
‘¢ Moses !” exclaimed the parseoti, * how couid 
that be?” *“*Whiv,”’ said the lad, * he broke all 
“the commandments at once,” 


———— 
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ON THE NEW YEAR. 


THE JUVENILE PORT-FOLIO. 


For the Fuvenile Port-Folio. 


TO Miss Eviza J****,—with a Rose. 

Go, beauteous rose, to dear Exiza prove, 

How great my friendship, how sincere my 
love ; 

Go, on her breast your finest tints impart, 

And. shed your balmy sweets around her 
heart. 


THov, who from dust alone couldst man cre- }j.Say that thy charms, like nature, ne’er beguile ; 


ate, 

And bade the immortal soul his being ani- 
mate ! 

At whose command, 
rise, 

And towering #£tna’s smoke obscures the 
skies ! 

Thou, who canst check the comet’s wild ca- 
reer, 


sub-marine mountains 





e 
To Freepom consecrate tke new born year !| 


O! thou that form’dst old ocean’s briny) 
waves, | 

Its strange productions, its unfathomed caves ! | 

Thou, at whose bidding, lightnings dire ar- 
rest 

The life of man, and death invades his breast! 

At whose decree ev’n time itself stands still, 

And all created things perform thy will ! 

Say but the word, and despots shall no more 

With Auman b/ood empurple every shore ! 

Hark! sacred L1Berty’s persuasive voice, 

Calls all mankind, and bids the poor rejoice! 

See how she ushers in the auspicious year, 

And bids the trembling tyrant learn to fear ! 

Hail wond’rous year ! ordain’d to renovate 

The cause of man, and smile on human fate ! 

Men now are rous’d, and that to sleep no 
more ; 

Their long deluding dreams forever o’er : 

Can cruel despots bid their shackles bind 

The reasoning pow’r, and chain the human 
mind ! 

Can they o’erturn truth’s ever sacred cause, 


‘ 


Truth undissembled meets Ex1za’s smile. 
Then go, sweet fragrant flowret, quickly fly, 
And boast of tasting bliss, before you die! 


Short is thy life, and shorter still thy bloom ; 
Then haste to seek thy paradise and tomé. 
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ODE TO WOMAN. 
“0 ! fairest of creation ! last and best.” 
Milton, 
** Auld Nature swears the lovely dears, 
Her noblest work she classes, O ! 
Her ’prentiee hand she tried on man ; 
And then she made the lasses, O !”’ 
Burts. 
Oh, woman ! on thy faithful breast 
The weary wand’rer seeks repose ; 
And, in thy fond affection blest, 


+ Soon finds a cure for all his woes. 


The wakeful son of worldiy care, 
Sleeps softly in thy tender arms ; 
To Mammon he prefers his prayer, 
But owns thy far superior charms. 
Oh, woman ! if life’s prospects low’r, 
Thou bid’st the clouds fly far away ; 
And, e’en in sorrow’s darkest hour, 
Thy bright eye lends a cheering ray. 
*Tis thine to balm the wounded soul, 
That with the world long time has war’d 
The storm of passion to controul, 
And melt the spirit frozen hard. 
But, woman ! wert thou heavenly fair, 
If all thy charms external shine, 





By barbarous precedents, or barbarous laws ? 
> ¢ Oe 


sANDY—dA Scots Song. 


My Sandy isthe sweetest swain 
That ever pip’d on Tay, 

He tends his sheep, upon the plain, 
And cheers me all the day. 


As on a mossy bank we sat, 
Beneath a verdant shade, 

The youth socharm’d me with his chat, 
And on his bagpipes play’d. 


He call’d me his dear life and care, 
And his own Maggy too ; 

He vow’d by all that’s good and fair 
To me he would prove true. 





For Sandy is a bonny swain, 

And Pll be Sandy’s wife, 
Then bid adieu to care and pain, 
And so be blest for life. 





— 


If thou no mental beauty share, 
Ah ! what avails these charms of thine ; 
| Unstable stillis beauty’s power, 
Whose base is built on outward form ; 
And soft the rapture gleaning hour 
That oft precedes domestic storm 
Oh ! if the glowing gem of mind 
Illume the lovely female face ; 
Hf bright intelligence be shrin’d 
With feeling in the form of grace ; 
*Tis then that beauty’s beams impart 
Her charms to intellectual eyes ; 
Then if affection fix her heart, 
Can man appreciate the prize ? 
——D + oa 


TO SUBSCRIBERS. 

The Editor begs leave to apologize, for the 
lateness of the publication of the present num- 
ber, and to assure them, that it has arisen from 
circumstances beyond his controul.—He howe- 
ver assures them, that the succeeding num- 


bers, will be published with the ysual regular- 
ity. 
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